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My Long Way to Dragonlance 

— Written by Luis lemando De Vippo 




nlike many Dragonlance Fans, 
my first exposure to the 
Dragonlance world was not 
through the books, but with an 
old computer game named Heroes of the 
Lance. The game was pretty linear and the 
graphics, even for that time, left a lot to be 
desired and the interaction with other 
characters was pretty minor, not to mention 
that the best jumper of the party was the 
frail wizard Raistlin. The game was not bad 
and instilled a sense of wonder in me. When 
a friend brought me Champions of Krynn I 
was overjoyed. The game had it all: solid 
story, great gameplay and fascinating 
characters struggling against a vast menace 
exemplified by the wicked draconians and 
the great dragons. 

I liked the games and decided to learn more about the 
Dragonlance world they were based upon. Reading in a 
magazine that there they were based on books I went out to a 
bookstore to get it. In Argentina, during that time, fantasy 
books were pretty hard to come by. English versions were 
almost unavailable, as the English novels did not reach 
bookstores so the only Dragonlance books were translations 
done in Spain. Locating the one bookstore chain that 
brought them into the country was very difficult. Since I 



didn't really know exactly what I was looking I asked for a 
book named Heroes of the Lance and what I got was the first 
book in the Hero series: The Legend of Huma. Never again I 
profited so much from a mistake. 

Again, unlike many Dragonlance Fans, my first book was 
not Dragons of Autumn Twilight or one of the Holy Six but the 
Legend of Huma. I fell in love with the characters in the book: 
Huma, Gwynneth, Magius, Rennard. But my favorite 
character has always been Kaz the minotaur. He was my first 
contact with the minotaurs, that honorable but bloodthirsty 
race. Richard A. Knaak's writing totally got to me and I 
devoured the book in record time. Not knowing how the 
story turned out, who Magius was, or the true identity of 
Gwynneth, greatly raised my enjoyment factor. 

A friend corrected my mistake and brought me the Holy 
Six to read, but still I searched for books written by Richard 
A. Knaak. Years later I was able to get hold of Kaz, The 
Minotaur. Once again Knaak did not disappoint me. The 
story of Kaz was engrossing and the characters were solid, as 
was the background material describing Kaz's trek through 
Solamnia, trying to unravel the mystery behind the madness 
of the Knights of Solamnia. Later books, such as Land of the 
Minotaurs, Reavers of the Blood Sea and The Citadel further 
convinced me that Knaak was one hell of an author. I would 
later read the Holy Six and love Dragonlance even more, but 
Richard A. Knaak's writing has always enraptured me. 

This long preface comes about because in this issue our 
cover artist, the talented Diego Paredes, has reinterpreted 
scenes from Kaz the Minotaur and those vignettes now grace 
our cover in glorious black and white. Also, to honor various 
requests and questions made to the Nexus and 
Dragonlance.com, we include, for the first time, the 3rd 
edition stats of Kaz. 

Please enjoy this issue, I certainly did. 

Luis Fernando De Pippo 
Editor of the Tobril 
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Submitting your articles: 

If you've written a piece of fiction, reference, gaming or have some other Dragonlance-related article to show the 
community and would like to see it in an future issue of the Tobril just send your proposals to tobril@dragonlance.com. 
We're also very interested in hearing your thoughts on the magazine so sharpen those quills and bring out the ink. "By the 
fans, for the fans." 



The Tobril 




January 2003 





Hp Ogre 
Wi^Drums 

Written £r illuswhed by John Grubber 




first heard of the drums during 
an archaeological dig high in 
the mountains ofBlode. It was 
near the end of the digging 
season, and while the time had been 
productive, little had been found in the way 
of new artifacts. That all changed when a 
four-sided stelae or obelisk, almost twenty 
feet tall, was unearthed. Its surface was 
covered in the vertically -read ogre runes, 
and as we translated our rubbings, it 
became clear that a tale was inscribed upon 
its surface. 

As we read and discussed the archaic language forms and 
pictograph dialect, we began to think that we had discovered 
perhaps the first written ogre epic, predating the written 
forms of the epic poems Gurchak-yov and Ckakam-yov, 
though likely not precursors to the oral forms of these tales. 
The atmosphere in the bleak mountain camp brightened as 
we all rushed back from our digging each afternoon to hear 
the days translations, like children eager for a continuing 
bedtime story. We reread previous sections and discussed 
them long into the night, making corrections of names and 
events, for accuracy and for our own enjoyment. 

What follows is a summary and analysis (with supple- 
mental information included where needed) of the stelae's 
contents. The narrative is incomplete, as the bottom of the 
stelae was missing and there is some damage to the faces, 
obscuring some images. This leaves gaps of uncertain 
lengths periodically throughout the text, as the tale started at 
the top of one side, proceeding downwards until it reached 
the bottom of the obelisk, before continuing at the top of the 
next side. The ultimate fate of the drums is unknown, 
though one of our scribes recalls reading of a great and 
grotesque bronze drum secreted in the vaults of the 
Kingpriest long before the first cataclysm. 

— Keegar Tarenn, Library of Kalaman 




High Ogre Legionnaire 

The War Drums 
of the High Ogres 

Millennia ago, in the Age of Dreams, the High Ogres ruled 
Krynn with an iron fist. Though no power could oppose 
them, there was little peace, for the realms of the ogre kings 
warred with each other. 

Sometimes for plunder, sometimes for slaves, sometimes 
for females, the ogre cities attacked each other, but 
eventually all fell under the sway of powerful regents. The 
wars changed then, from expanding city-states to growing 
kingdoms, seeking greater power, until the rise of the first 
great ogre empires. These spanned dozens of cities, and 
spread across the lofty mountain ranges of the world. Some 
kingdoms fought their own battles, relishing the blood-rush 
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of combat, while others disdained it as a primitive urge best 
suited to animals. They often used sepoys — loyal slaves of elf 
and human stock — to fight for them, though they were led 
and commanded by ogres. The world shook with the 
treading of these mighty armies, marching for conquest, 
greed and glory. It was in this age of smoke and fire, when 
the great powers clashed, that the great war 
drums were forged. 

The text says five drums were created, 
though their locations must be on the 
missing base of the pillar. The narrative 
continues at the top of the pillars' next 
side. The drums were forged of 
bronze, though legends say that the 
bronze was cast in molds of bone- 
clay, and the castings themselves 
were cooled in the blood of slaugh- 
tered slaves. The details of the 
rituals required to create the drums 
are mysterious and lost to history, 
but inscriptions hint at chanting 
and sacrifices, of great and terrible 
ceremonies on windswept moun- 
taintops, where the dark gods 
could bless the handiwork of 
their mortal servants. 

Though their names are 
different for ogres, I have used the 
common forms of the dark gods 
names here. Zeboim granted the 
fury of the sea and skies, while 
Sargonnas gave the rage of the 
earth. From Chemosh came the hunger of the restless dead, 
and from Takhisis the drums gained the power to stir souls 
and lead them unto death, and if need be, beyond. The night 
gods poured power into the blood-born vessels, infusing 
them with an awful might — power that even fallen ogres 
speak of in awe. This reverence was confirmed by one of the 
scribes at the great library, who has lived among them, and 
specializes in Ogric studies. 

The drums were created when Takhisis granted visions to 
her most loyal priests, each the ruler of one of the mightiest 
kingdoms. The goddess had long tired of the wars between 
the cities, for no power could gain the upper hand for long. 
As one ascended, others banded together to cast it down. 
While they squabbled, in the forests of the world the elves, 
the favored of Paladine, grew more and more organized. 
Some elves even began to raid the outposts of the empires, 
freeing their kin. Takhisis longed to wipe out the children of 
her rival, and decided that she must directly intercede and 
guide her servants to do so. She gifted them with the 
knowledge of the drums' creation — whispering the secrets 
of bone clay and blood-soaked bronze as each was in the 
midst of a sacred trance state. The clay, she purred, must be 
made from the bones of all mortal races, for the drums must 
have power over elves, humans and ogres. When the drums 
were cast, the bronze would draw power from the clay, and 
trap it within. The drums, once cast must be cooled in a 
mixture of blood, sea water and the soil of the earth, that 
they might have dominion over the world and all its 



inhabitants. 

The priest-kings and queens, each in their own city, did as 
they were bidden, summoning 
their high priests to begin the 
preparation. Crypts and tombs 
were raided, so that the ogre bones 
chosen were only of the most 
valorous and the greatest 
commanders. Slave grave middens 
were despoiled, so that the bones of 
only the weakest and most pitiable 
wretches could be ground for the clay 
molds. So it was that the best of ogrekind 
and the worst of elves and humans were 
bound together for eternity. Then they 
collected the most precious 
artifacts they could find, 
and began to melt them 
down for the metal to cast the 
drums. Thirty days they smelted and 
smoldered in the great forges, while parties of 
ogres crossed the empire to seek out humans, elves 
and ogres, and take their blood for the cooling. The 
most powerful of the kings, Khalkis himself, set out 
for the sea, to purify himself in Zeboim's embrace. 
Walking over two hundred miles on foot, he 
■ - u ^-- - _i — ■ — =^-*-r- marched north, and ogres of all 
castes and clans followed him. 
They knew of his quest, and 
desired to prove their loyalty 
by imitation, to purify them- 
selves along with him. They were 
clad in the simplest of garments, ogre-woven linen, coarse 
and crude, not the fine silks their slaves produced. The ritual 
pilgrimage was one of purification, and while one ogre king 
set out alone and unarmed from his city, he returned with 
ten thousand fanatical followers. It was his destiny, he 
believed, to unite the ogres by conquest, and lead them all in 
a mission to wipe the lesser races out, not even keeping them 
as slaves. 

Five artisans worked, one in each kingdom's capital, for 
months, sculpting the drums, labouring under the direction 
of the high priests. The clerics ensured that each inscription 
was perfect, each drum a work of malevolent craftsmanship. 
The craftsmen knew their ultimate fate, that they would be 
sacrificed to gain the blood to cool the cast drums, and they 
went willingly when the time came. Their names are 
inscribed on the drums, one each on the drum they created. 
It is also after them that the drums are named, and from 
these names that ogre vocabulary draws some words even 
still. 

Some drums were larger or more powerful than others, 
and took longer to complete. The weaker drums were 
finished first, and their creators, knowing that even one 
drum could turn the tide in a battle, eagerly attacked their 
enemies. Such was the case when King Burok attacked the 
capital of Queen Lattak of the east. To his chagrin, his forces 
found her drum, Akar-Tempys, completed and very potent. 
As they drowned in flood and storm, King Khalkis used 
Sangan-akar and attacked the lands of Queen Gekrell in the 




Emperor Khalkis and Human Sepoy 
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south. Gekrell had been blessed with the greatest of the 
drums — Mortala-nax, but the vessel was unfinished — and 
could not raise the dead as 



it was intended. Gekrell's 
city surrendered, swear- 
ing fealty to Khalkis. For 
weeks his armies waited, 
until one day Mortala- 
nax was completed, / 
and he turned on 
Lattak's coastal king- ■ 
dom. His undead 
were immune to 
the storms she 




High Ogre Archer 

summoned, and his troops blood lust overcame the fear she 
tried to instill in them. Meanwhile, Queen Khere, believing 
herself the favored of Takhisis for the peace she enjoyed, 
oversaw the completion of Vulchasa-akar, and delivered it to 
her army, who continued their conquests. 

The armies marched, and the nobles continued their wars 
with each other, all in accordance with the plans of the dark 
gods. Only through purging weakness, only by the strong 
vanquishing their lessers, would the ogres remain pure and 
focused on their dark destiny. Not all the ogre kingdoms had 
drums, for there were many kingdoms on the continent. 
Some fought with only their legions and sepoys, sorcerers 
and priests, but these were all ultimately vanquished or 
swore to the power of the drum-wielders. Armies broke and 
fled in terror before Phohemys-akar. At the thundering call 
of Vulchasa-akar, whole legions were swallowed by the earth. 
Storms summoned by Akar-Tempys drowned troops in the 
fields and at river fords, while Sangan-akar call instilled a 
bloodlust in the troops of its creator. Finally, Mortala-nax, 
the greatest of the drums, beaten by Khalkis himself, ripped 
the dead from the earth, turned the fallen upon "Sg 
old comrades, in a relentless march. 

The drums answered their creators desires, though they 
did not guarantee victory. Skilled commanders were still 
needed to lead — the drums only aided an army — they did 
not fight for it. The kingdoms marched to war, but none 
could stand before Khalkis. Cities fell before him 
until he besieged the capitals of his greatest enemies, 
and took them each in turn. Some kings and 
governors fought to the end, yielding their drum or 
cities only when they died, while others bent their 
knees in fealty, swearing allegiance to the first ogre 
emperor. Within five years, Khalkis held sway over 
almost all ogrekind. All except the lands of Khere, who 



had used Vulchasa-akar to block mountain passes and thwart 
any attempts at invasion. 

The obelisk was broken off here, but it is presumed that 
this portion of the stelae detailed the battles between the 
Queen Khere and King Khalkis, culminating in the defeat 
and exile or flight of Khere. From other sources of ogre 
history, we also know that Khalkis was the father of Khere, 
but after dealing with her, he ruled supreme as the first 
emperor. The wars had lasted nearly a decade. 
Under Khalkis, the horde turned outwards, bringing 
its furious might to bear upon the elves in their forests and 
the humans wherever they dwelt. No slaves were taken, no 
quarter was given. The other races fought valiantly, but they 
were no match for the blessed of the darkness. Humans and 
elves, fell before the technology and the might of the ogres 
until the horde had spread across much of Ansalon. 

As is the nature of the balance though, evil turned upon 
itself. Within the ogre horde and within the cities 
themselves, factions formed, all seeking power for 
themselves. Greed poisoned the ogres to their greater 
purpose, and they lost their direction. His forces so spread, 
Khalkis could not hold the empire together, and several of 
his generals tried to seize power with troops loyal only to 
them. Within the cities, sorcerers and aristocrats murdered 
each other openly or through their minions, while citizens 
rioted in the streets, tired of supporting the armies in the 
field. The empire was thrown into chaos, and the purges of 
the lesser races ground to a halt as the armies fought each 
other or returned to the cities to restore order. 

Khere had not been idle in her time of exile. She enlisted 
the aid of dragons and other, darker beings summoned by 
her sorcerers, building an army of her own beyond the 
coastal mountains, far from the capital of 
Khalkis. With the empire of her father in 
disarray, the deposed queen struck. His 
remaining forces poured out of the 
mountains, seizing cities and 
provinces as they swept across the 
continent. Entire armies switched 
sides, seeing the might he 
possessed, and believing him to 
be the true fulfillment of the 
prophecy. The two armies met 
on the field at Gehennar, 
Khalkis with his troops, his 
undead and the five drums, 
Khere with her traitor legions, 
demons and dragons. The battle 
was unlike 



anything 
seen before on Krynn. 
Storms and earthquakes 
lashed the field, 
the undead feasted 
and blood soaked the 
earth. Dragons and 
ogres died, 
demons were 
banished and 
the dead were 
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dispatched to their rest. There was no victor. The armies 
destroyed each other, and in the eruptions and storms, the 
drums were lost, buried or taken by dragons as they fled. 
Emperor and queen, father and daughter, Khalkis and Khere 
died — she on his blade in single combat, he as he knelt over 
her body in grief over what he had done. 

No other mention of the drums occurs in Ogre history, 
except as a lament for their lost might. It is not known for 
certain if the drums truly did exist, but the descriptions of 
their powers would also explain the storms and combat 
hardiness possessed by the ogres in the second and third 
Dragonwars, when they served Takhisis against the elves and 
the Knights of Solamnia. 



Mortala-nax or "Gate of the Dead", is the largest of the 
drums. Its size makes movement impossible, once it has 
been placed for use. It is a cauldron seven feet across, with 
five great arms rising above the five beating skins. It was 
intended to be beaten by five ogres in unison. Images show 
it high above a field of battle, while below, ogres fight ogres 
who wear the same armor. The only difference is that one 
side has the ogre rune for death inscribed on their foreheads. 
Its power is possibly the greatest, for it seems to reach into 
the realm of the unnatural, raising the dead of the enemy 
and turning them against their former comrades. 



Description 

The drums are covered in runes and words of power, 
which glow faintly orange when the drum is played. Some of 
the runes are inscribed while others are in relief. There are 
five drums in all, each more powerful than the other as they 



increase m size. 



Sangan-akar or "Drum of the Warthirster", is the smallest 
drum, created to be carried in battle by one ogre. It is 
roughly three feet long, and is designed to be slung over the 
shoulder, hanging diagonally at the waist and beaten with 
one hand. Pictographs show this drum being carried in 
battle, among the troops, and enemies dying in great 
numbers. It is believed that this drum inspires courage and 
valour among those that hear it, giving them the strength 
and will to keep fighting. 

Phohemys-akar or "Drum of Bloods 
Fear", is a cauldron drum, three feet 
across and two feet deep. According to 
the stelae's pictographs, it was created to 
be placed in a chariot and borne into 
battle. Armies fled before it in the 
images, hinting perhaps at an ability to 
instill fear in the enemies of its wielder. 

Akar-Tempys or "Stormcaller's Drum", 
is a large vertical slit drum, nine feet tall 
and two feet across. It is stationary 
during use, but it can be moved quickly 
on a specially built cart. Both are shown 
in the pictographs, though the cart may 
be part of a procession of victory. Jagged 
forks of lightning rip across the sky and 
into the enemy forces in the images — it 
is believed that this drum summons 
storms and allows the beater to direct 
them. 

Vulchasa-akar "Drum of the Stone- 
render" is a large cauldron drum, three 
feet across with three beating surfaces. 
While it is large, it can be played on the 
ground or when mounted on the back of 
an Othere, one of the ancient beasts of 
burden the ogres used. This drum must 
be played by several ogres, and appears to 
summon earthquakes and volcanoes. 
Jagged lines, chasms and fire-spewing cones are depicted 
below and around the enemies of the beater. 



About the Author 

John Grubber is an aspiring artist and author who lives 
in the wilds of Northern Ontario, Canada. He is 
currently working a Fine Art Degree to compliment his 
anthropology, religion and education degrees. A long- 
time lover of Dragonlance, he hopes to work in Krynn 
for many years to come. 
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Kender Barbarians 



-Written by Sean Macdonald; illustrated by Naomi N ernes 




he kender race has always been 
open to new ideas and 
concepts, forever working to 
expand their knowledge of the 
world and borrow a bit of it with each visit. 
Kender cities are an amalgamation of 
cultures and societies. Their language is a 
mix of gnomish, elvish and slang from a 
plethora of other races. So it would seem 
near impossible that a barbarian society of 
kender would exist. Their wanderlust and 
natural inclination to borrow elements of 
other societies preclude any long standing 
traditions or concrete beliefs. 

So how then could you ever have a kender barbarian? In the 
Age of Might the kender attached themselves to a great 
leader, Balif. He led them to the forests east of Silvanesti to 
live. Adopting a lifestyle similar to their neighbors the 
Silvanesti, they lived in pastoral villages or tree dwellings in 
comfort. The city of Bailfor originally looked similar to 
Silvanesti in it's conception but over time as kender began to 
explore more of Ansalon elements of other cultures began to 
creep into their buildings adding their own distinct touches. 

After the death of Balif and Silvanos the kender drifted 
with no real direction. Without a strong leader kender 
society took no real direction. Left to their own devices 
kender adopted many lifestyles. Some lived among the free 
spirits of the Kagonesti, others adopted the lifestyles of the 
nomadic and wild humans of the northern wastes, others 
attempted to model Bailfor after great human cities. 

This diversity of lifestyles was brought together under one 
rule circa 2270 when a strong kender leader from the 
northern wastes had a vision to unite the kender of 
Goodlund in the largest tribe of kender the world had ever 
seen. He gathered his people and convinced the "civilized" 
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kender of Bailfor to follow him and drop the trappings of 
civilized society. 

The kender thought this was a wonderful idea at the time 
and joined him. The kender race descended into 
barbarianism. They had tribal leaders and called their clerics 
shaman. They lived among the trees and tribes of kender 
roamed Ansalon for three generations, but true to their 
nature the lifestyle failed to stick and Bailfor was 
repopulated with "civilized" kender once again. This was not 
the end of barbarian kender however. 

After the Cataclysm the kender of Goodlund had lost 
thousands of their people. Those kender that remained 
formed into small clans that wandered the land that was left. 
For two generations these kender lived off the land. They 
had harsh lives and were not known as the happy-go-lucky 
race that they had once been known to be. Eventually they 
settled a new forest that had sprung up in the region and 
over time they settled and left their barbaric existence. This 
lasted until the devastation of Kendermore by Malystryx. 

Most, but not all kender, fled in the Kender Flight. A 
thousand kender stayed behind to defend the city. Among 
them was Kronn Thistleknot, son of the famed Kronin 
Thistleknot who defeated Lord Toede and raised an army of 
kender to fend off the Black Dragon Armies of the War of 
the Lance. Kronn survived the attack and now dwells in the 
Desolation with a large group of afflicted kender that have 
decided to form a resistance against the Red Dragon. 

Most of these kender are fighters or rangers, but a number 
of them fall into rages in which they fight with a ferocity 
unseen by any kender. There are a few scattered settlements 
of afflicted kender that furiously defend their homes against 
the dangers of the Desolation. They assist Kronn's resistance 
fighters when they can. There are primarily two places a 
kender barbarian might come from, the first would be the 
Desolation. These would be afflicted kender that have been 
raised in the harsh environment of the Desolation and 
learned their survival skills and barbaric ways from their 
extended families. 

The other possibility for kender barbarians comes from 
the Kagonesti. The Kagonesti have always felt comfortable 
with kender. They see the world in the same way, it is not to 
be dominated but enjoyed as it is given and they are both 
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free spirits. It is very rare, but there have been kender tales 
told of kender children raised among the Kagonesti. 

These kender would spend the first twenty years of their 
life living among the deep wooded recesses, jungles and lush 
forests that the Kagonesti make their homes in. Then 
wanderlust would set in and they would take their first steps 
from the forests they have always called home. Although 
kender barbarians leave their homes on wanderlust it is 
never far from their mind. The world at large may fascinate 
and dumbfound a kender barbarian, but unlike true 
kender they are initially a bit reluctant to try new 
things. But once they do they are happy they did and 
will usually seek it in excess. For example a kender 
barbarian that samples a 
pastry for the first time may 
sit down in front of the 
bakers stall and begin 
stuffing them all in his 
mouth and fight off anyone 
that dares try to stop him. 

Handling becomes a 
big concern as well. 
Those barbarians 
accused as thieves take 
direct offense at the 
insinuation and are not 
opposed to shoving the lost 
item down the accusers 
throat. For this reason most companions of kender 
barbarians try to keep them well clear of towns. Eventually 
the kender barbarian does come to realize that there are 
different laws in these societies and learns to respect them as 
best as his nature permits. But most initial encounters with 
kender barbarians introduced into "civilized" society end up 
very badly for both. Kender barbarians dress in simple 
leathers or hides. Sometimes they wear decorative tattooing 
or have body piercing. Collecting treasures and wearing 
them as decoration is another habit of most kender 
barbarians. These are not normally gruesome by nature. 
Sometimes it might be a tooth of a fierce creature they 
battled or the ring of a dead enemy. Their hair is cropped 
close or braided and tied back so as not to interfere while 




fighting. Among friends and others of their kind kender 
barbarians act very similar to true kender. They laugh, dance, 
tell tall tales of their exploits, and are eager to hear the 
adventures of others. Among strangers they are a bit more 
reserved. Always willing to make a comrade in arms they are 
friendly, but not as open as true kender, which immediately 
straighten their clothes and stick out a hand to introduce 
themselves. 

Kender barbarians look on true kender with a 
bit of longing, seeing something in them that 
they miss in themselves. After many years of 
wanderlust a true kender almost seems to remain 
unchanged in nature, but not so for kender 
barbarians. After years of exploring new societies 
and seeing the world on a wide scale, kender 
barbarians often settle with other true 
kender. That is unless they feel 
a strong sense of duty to 
return to assist the family who 
raised them. Those kender 
raised by Kagonesti rarely return, while 
those kender from the ruins of Goodlund 
return to help their families survive the life 
of the Desolation. 



About the Author 

Sean Macdonald has been dreaming about Krynn for 
almost two decades and is webmaster of the largest 
kender website on the Internet. He is currently part of 
the Whitestone Council and is looking forward to the 
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Sancrist 



-Written by Net! Burton £r Luis lemando De Vippo 



hen I was tasked with finding 
the floating fortress of Ardk, 
supposed home of the renegade 
Amon, and hunt him down, 
little did I know that the excursion would 
take me all across the lands ofKrynn—and 
beyond— and turn out to be one of the 
hardest and most dangerous undertakings of 
my career— a lesson to us all, perhaps. 

However, at the insistence of a friend — Clarion, cleric of 
Kiri-Jolith, and a woman whose advice I have learned to 
trust — I transcribed every step of the journey in the 
travelogue you now hold in your hands. At the time, I 
scoffed — for surely what interest could there be in what I 
supposed were the few dozen leagues between myself and 
Amon? But as it turns out, the adventure has opened my own 
eyes to wonders on Krynn the like of which I have never 
seen. 

In fact, I should have known not to take the mission for 
granted when she insisted on coming along — "to walk some 
oil back into her legs", she claimed — and as it turns out, I 
have to wonder what she anticipated that I didn't, let alone 
why she saw fit not to reveal her true reasons for making a 
personal visit to Amon. But we shall investigate that 
quandary later. Simply put, I looked forward to spending 
some time with my old comrade — and besides, a healer of 
her prowess is a useful contingency on any journey, no 
matter how long. 

So, enough preamble. As always, mind that this is a 
personal endeavour. I make no apologies if the small matter 
of my own ego should intrude on the facts. 

— Auld "Dragonbane" Draken, 378 AC 



Gateway, 1st of Winter Night, 378 ac 
Sancrist (The Lonely Island) 

The journey begins in Sancrist — a sacred isle that few have 
visited, though most have heard of, and perhaps an unlikely 
place for such beginnings. Recent adventures had left me 
yearning for the peace and quiet of an out-of-the-way corner 
of Ansalon, and the small port town of Thalas Bay, which I 
knew of old, was the best (and closest) candidate, its most 
attractive quality being that I had no enemies there (that I 
knew of). Seeing as how a recent — and almost deadly — 
magical affliction had left me weak as a new-born lamb, it 
was the ideal place to recuperate before opportunity (or was 
it bad luck?) once more sought me out. 

Thalas Bay is small. No more than a thousand people make 
their home there, though the transient population 
significantly inflates that number when the trade winds are 
fair. Many make a home at the Sea Dragon Head, one of 
Ansalon's finest (and — be warned — most expensive) ale 
houses. Small inns compete for its trade, but its reputation is 
such that only the spillover keeps the smaller taverns in 
business, and they lack the rough and bedded-in ambience of 
the inns of Sanction or Flotsam. Arabus Potkey presides 
there — and he owes me a favour or two, if you ever need to 
cash in. Of interest elsewhere in town is the inaptly named 
Gnomish Anvil, home of Stor Steamblade, one of the very 
few dwarven blacksmiths to ply their trade in the north, and 
another reason why the Bay attracts so much passing trade. 
He won't touch silver, though, and has remained 
impressively tight-lipped about the reason even under my 
most subtle interrogations. Dwarven eccentricities — I could 
write a book on those alone. 

Indigenous folk — mostly human, though Stor is an 
example of the very few immigrants that have made a home 
there — mix freely with sailors and traders without much 
trouble. They know how to welcome a stranger in Thalas 
Bay, and they're a close bunch, being so few of them. You can 
expect a swift eviction from the town if you start causing 
trouble — and much worse, if your fancy turns to darker 
crimes. Like much of Sancrist, the Solamnic presence can be 
heavy, but it's mostly for show, as the knights have little real 
will for the day-to-day law enforcement demanded by a 
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Thalas Bay 

Small Town: Conventional; 
AL NG; 1,000 stl limit; Assets 
45,000 stl; Population 901; 
Mixed (human 83, gnome 7, 
kender 3, dwarf 3, elf 2, half- 
elf 1). 

Authority Figures: Civil 
Council of 4 annually elected 
members. 
Important Characters: 

Arabus Potkey, male human 
Rog3 ("Sea Dragon" barkeep); 
Stor Steamblade, male dwarf 
Exp 8 ("Gnomish Anvil" 
blacksmith). 

Others: Peacekeepers, 
Knight/Crowni (2-4); Town 
guards, War2 (12); Exp 3 (8); 
Rog3 (2); Rgr2 (1); Com (782). 



crossroads like Thalas Bay. The place is 
quiet, and free of trouble — but it's more a 
testament to the efforts of the locals, if you 
ask me. 

To the seasoned traveller, the Bay is an 
eye opener — where else would you see 
Saifhum mariners sharing a joke with a 
Mithas minotaur, instead of slipping 
daggers into each other's throats? It's a 
picture of better times, to be sure, and one 
we'll all get to enjoy one day. . . or so I hope. 
For wizards such as myself, who wish to 
escape difficult questions from the 
Conclave (I deny all knowledge of the 
recent events in Estwilde — but even I'd 
have trouble getting out unscathed from a 
sharp Conclave interrogator), the Bay is a 
haven. It lacks notable mages and the 
Orders have little or no presence there. But 
you didn't hear that from me. 

On the whole, I have found trade on 
other parts of Sancrist to be limited. Ergoth, 
Palanthas, and Kalaman do indeed have an insatiable 
appetite for the metals and gems mined (or should I say, 
disgorged) by the gnomes of Mount Nevermind, and the 
Whitestone Glade is of course a beacon for those of good 
disposition, and its influence can be felt like a snug cloak 
right across the island. I've not seen many from the likes of 
Sanction or Flotsam — perhaps they know better than to 
come here, even though the island is a natural waypoint. All 
in all, it isn't really surprising that the lingering impression 
you get when departing Sancrist is that you're heading into 
more dangerous waters than you're leaving. 

Bright Eye, 2nd of Winter Night, 378 ac 
Clarion Arrives 

Like an avatar for the God of Bad-Timing, my short-lived 
holiday was interrupted by the erstwhile cleric. I tried to 
seem pleased to see her. I really did. It had been a while, and 
we had a lot to catch up on. Perhaps, in retrospect, slamming 
the door in her face might not have given her that 
impression. 

Tenacity is another of her strong points, however, and it 
wasn't long before we were sharing a drink at the Sea 
Dragon. It was in conversation that she mentioned her 
church's quest to recover the Keyser Circlet, one of their 
most holy relics, which had been stolen from the temple at 
Palanthas. When I asked who was suspected of executing 
such a miraculous feat of larceny, she said the name that I 
had always hoped, one day, to hear again: Amon Kreeg. 
Renegade of the Black Robes. Instigator of the Arcipole 
Atrocity, in which a village of 200 tribesmen was wiped from 
the face of the earth. One of my most hated enemies. 

She seemed taken aback by my dealings with him, and 
listened intently to the tales of our encounters through the 
Ages (and I do mean, through the Ages). Perhaps I will 
recount them later in the diary — suffice it to say, I would be 
hard pressed to name a more vile or ambitious wizard. Even 
Galen Dracos would have shown grudging respect for 



Amon's contempt for all life and his 
singular, consuming drive for mastery of 
man. 

Even had I barely the strength to lift my 
hand . . . even if it were not the duty of every 
member of the Orders of High Sorcery to 
hunt renegades to justice or destruction. . . I 
would still have jumped at the opportunity 
to face him again. Clarion seemed 
somewhat uncertain. "It's not the duty of a 
daughter of Kiri-Jolith to launch her friends 
on missions of vengeance", she said — and 
expressed a desire to consult with her order, 
but I would have none of it. Amon's floating 
castle had been spotted in Northern Ergoth 
and I needed to get there as soon as possible 
lest the trail go cold. I determined to leave 
that very night, and did not hesitate to 
invite her on the mission — to appease her 
superiors. Perhaps, I suggested inoffensi- 
vely, it would be Clarion who returned to 
Palanthas with the Circlet in her hand. 
Of course, the odd woman has rarely been enticed by 
notions of glory and adulation, but in this instance, the 
glimmer in her eyes told me what I needed to know. She 
took a little more persuasion, but ultimately agreed, 
conceding that she needed the exercise. I felt most pleased 
with myself (and as a man of such high standards, this is a 
rare and enjoyable treat). We would travel north, to 
Nevermind, there to interrogate a gnome I once knew who 
might have helpful information on the flying citadels of old. 

Only now, as I transcribe this document weeks later, do I 
understand the true scope of her duplicity in this matter, for, 
as it turned out, enticing me on this crusade was her entire 
purpose for coming to Sancrist that day. I thought I had seen 
through her at the time, for we knew each other's ways of 
old, but obviously my thirst for vengeance blinded me to her 
more subtle machinations. I must confess that my respect 
for the wily old cleric has never been greater than at this 
moment. 
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-Written by Richard Connery 



nowledge is power, or so they 
say. This article assembles 
some of the books, tomes and 
scrolls that can be found 
through out Ansalon as well as providing 
some more details on the nuances of book 
design. You can also create rumours and 
stories based upon these books making the 
players curious about the books themselves 
and what information they might entail. 
These librams can also provide (true or 
false) clues to creature's weaknesses, 
springboards to new adventures or simply 
enrich the detail of the campaign as a 
whole. 

The first part of this article presented in this issue presents 
the basics of book manufacturing and how DMs can use the 
material contained in the article as well as a listing of scrolls 
and their descriptions. On part two you'll be able to find 
books' and tomes' listings and descriptions, as well a simple 
system to randomly generate a name for a scroll, book and 
tome. 

Scrolls, Books & Tomes 

The volume of written knowledge on Ansalon can be found 
in several different media, from the tattered scroll to the 
dusty tome as well as carved clay tablets. Just like the 
difference between chain and plate mail so too the carrier 
and writing of manuscript have differences. These have to do 
mostly with quality of the medium, maximum number of 
pages, time to read, and so on. Although many are written in 
Common, most works are written in a regional, racial or 
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other specific language. Many works also spawn several 
volumes but they are usually insulated enough for a reader to 
understand one volume without having the others. 

Scrolls are temporary carriers of information. They are 
made of papyrus or parchment, fine cloth such as linen, and 
sometimes paper. Although rare, scrolls made of rice paper 
do exist. Almost all scrolls are rolled and closed with a string. 
In richer cultures and nations such as Silvanesti, most scrolls 
are also transported in cases made of pinewood or other type 
of light wood, ivory, or gold-plated silver cases. More often 
than not, there is a piece of paper or rarely a wax seal 
attached to the string with the name of the scroll, its author 
and, occasionally, the date it was penned. 

Scrolls can have the equivalent of up to 25 pages and have 
negligible weight. On average, a scroll takes around half an 
hour to read. They are seldom protected by mundane or 
magical locks with the exception of scrolls with important 
spells, which enjoy some measure of magical protection. 

Books range the entire spectrum. From little more than 
collections of scrolls between reinforced paper, to properly 
bound paper or parchment pages with leather covers. They 
usually show the title on the spine and cover for easy 
research but a few are untitled and unsigned. They can also 
have hand-rendered pictures or cloth painted maps attached 
made with inks extracted from plants or animals but this is 
extremely rare as it demands insurmountable work from all 
but the most experienced and patient scribes. 

Some spellbooks used by mages fall into this category, 
especially mages' travel spellbooks. Important works are 
usually locked and sometimes trapped. Very few have 
magical protections though. Books typically have between 
50 to 100 pages and can weight from 1 lb. up to 3 lbs. They 
take from one to two hours of uninterrupted reading. Books 
with more pages than this require stronger bindings and 
covers to prevent the books from disintegrating: these are 
called tomes. 

At first glance tomes appear to be very thick books. 
However, they have much more than higher page counts. 
With boiled leather or even thin sheets of granite or 
chiselled adamantine, the works are very expensive to craft 
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and hard to wield, weighting in at 5 lbs. and above. Most 
remain open on a tripod with the reader, occasionally 
referring to it, having to do no more than flip the pages. As a 
rule, tomes have locks to keep them shut and magical traps 
to punish those not meant to read them. 

Many tomes are magical by themselves and all are 
extremely rare. Although any book beyond 100 pages can be 
properly called a tome, most have upwards of 500 pages with 
each page being the size of two or three regular book pages. 
Because they are already expensive as is, most have extensive 
illustrations or maps painted on the pages themselves. If 
someone can pay for a tome, they can usually pay for an 
illustrated tome as well. 

Much more than mere vessels of information, tomes are 
statements of the scribe's workmanship, dedication and 
perseverance. To a collector, a tome may be worth more than 
a treasure chest filled with coins without including the value 
of the knowledge written inside. They usually take one day 
to read per 100 pages. 

Old fashioned by today's standards, carved clay, granite or 
bronze tablets had been the original medium for trans- 
porting written knowledge up until the beginning of the 
Age of Might. Advances in technology and civilization 
brought about times of peace as well as an increase in trading 
throughout the continent thus this media was slowly 
replaced by the more comfortable but expensive vessel that 
Wizards of High Sorcery had been using for centuries. At 
present time, only the dwarves or the more primitive races 
such as ogres and goblins still use carved stone or metal 
tablets but for different reasons: the dwarves stubbornly 
maintain their traditions while the brutes lack the resources 
(and skills) to use paper or papyrus. 

Locks and Magical Traps 

While door locks serve the practical purpose of preventing 
people from passing through (much to a kender's incom- 
prehension), book locks are usually only meant to keep the 
book shut and prevent dampness and wear to misalign the 
bindings. These are simple and consist merely of a winch 
attached to a spring or even simpler: a piece of string 
connecting both covers. 

Despite this, a few books do have key locks to prevent 
unauthorized perusing, however, these locks do not provide 
sufficient security against determined minds. After all, since 
most book covers are made of soft leather one needs only to 
rip the spine out with a dagger and gain access to the book's 
contents. 

Since tomes have larger and harder covers than books, 
their locks are almost always meant to keep strangers from 
the secrets they guard. Some operate through a key while 
others can only be opened if the user enters the right 
combination on the gem-crusted mechanisms. 

Most locks are of good quality (DC 30). Very important 
Tomes might even have amazing locks (DC 40). Some are 
also trapped with a tiny poison needle that springs whenever 
someone tries to pick the lock. Magical traps are mostly used 
to protect Tomes; see the Dungeon Master's Guide page 117, 



Table 4-7: Spells for Magic Traps. Locks and mechanical 
traps also add to the book's weight and price. See the Vlayer's 
Handbook page 108, Table 7-7: Goods and Services for the 
price and weight of locks. Also, it's highly unusual for traps 
to endanger the medium if triggered. For instance, only the 
most paranoid of mages would trap a very dangerous tome 
with a glyph of warding with fireball as the triggered spell. 
Most traps usually deal with scaring or disabling 
unauthorized viewers instead of raw damage (cause fear, hold 
person, scare, etc.). Of course, a poison needle trap poses no 
problems for the book itself; the same can't be said of the 
victim though. 

V* Poison Needle Trap: CR 2; +8 melee (1 plus poison: 
choose from DMG page 80, injury type poisons); Search 
(DC 22); Disable Device (DC 20). 

Ages of Krynn 

Because of the importance of clerics and divine magic on 
Ansalon it's recommended that you replace Table 8-21: 
Scroll Types on page 204 of the DMG with the one below: 

Table 1-1: Ansalonian Scroll Types 
d% roll Type 

01-60 Arcane 
61-100 Divine 

2nd Age — Age of Dreams: This period saw the birth of 
the written word as means to expand the knowledge beyond 
the mundane needs. As such, scrolls are more abundant than 
books but they are both still rare. At this time, only kings 
had the wealth (and inclination) to own a reasonable library. 
With more pressing concerns, written knowledge was a 
luxury. In this age only very rich nobles, high-hierarchy 
priests and mages had any personal depository of knowledge; 
the rest of the continent was content with the singing of 
bards and tale telling of heralds. 

3rd Age — Age of Might: As the nations of the world 
stabilized their borders the people started looking towards 
the future and past. This age brought about a technological, 
religious, esoteric and historical renaissance. Many schools 
and other centres of learning were built elevating the overall 
academic skills of the population to new levels. In this age 
practically every middle-classed person owns a couple of 
books, be they related to his or her trade or plain 
entertaining fiction. Few low-classed individuals can read or 
write however; in contrast, almost all of the nobility has a 
respectable private collection of books. 

Public libraries such as the Great Library of Ages in 
Palanthas, the Library of Khrystann in Tarsis or even the 
Academic College in Ergoth are well stocked with a varied 
and comprehensive body of knowledge as well as enjoying 
reasonably full public wings throughout most of the day. 

4th Age — Age of Despair: The Cataclysm and the 
development of this period has drawn people's attention 
from enlightenment to more mundane aspects of every-day 
life such as surviving the upcoming winters. On top of this 
sociological and cultural change, there were many events 
that contributed to a decrease in availability of books 
throughout the continent of Ansalon. 
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Because of the last Kingpriest's dictum the Wizards of 
High Sorcery lost many pieces from their vacated towers and 
had many more stashed in the Great Library of Ages. 
Likewise, the Knights of Solamnia were hunted and exiled. 
Few were lucky enough to be able to escape with their 
private libraries. Many more either couldn't take the 
knowledge with them or were caught unaware. Of these, 
most saw the mobs set fire to their bastions and castles; still 
others didn't live enough to see their books sprawled outside 
rotting at the inclement weather. 

The Dwarfgate wars were the prime factor in the 
reduction of knowledge in dwarven lands. The closed 
borders and the national focus of arming their people for the 
upcoming struggles left that proud nation bereft of new 
knowledge; it's also not unreasonable to assume a few books 
were used as fuel for warmth. Thankfully, Chisel Loremaster, 
the renowned dwarven historian spent most of his personal 
fortune buying many books from his brethren to prevent 
any further tragedies. 

Some changes wrought by the Cataclysm also directly 
implied loss of knowledge to the continent: the 
entombment of the library of Tarsis, Ergoth's split and the 
obliteration of Istar, arguably the continent's moral and 
social capital during the late centuries of the 3rd age. 

5th Age — Age of Mortals: Although much less destru- 
ctive than the first, the events surrounding the beginning of 
this period also took their toll on knowledge: the 
disappearance of Astinus' volumes from the Great Library of 
Ages, the loss of clerical and wizardry magic that led to 
magical scrolls and spellbooks losing all interest apart from 
morbid nostalgic value, as well as the conflicts between 
several states. In this period, magical knowledge is rare but 
cheap, as it has no inherent use. Mundane knowledge, 
especially martial treatises are more prevalent however. Post 
War of Souls, with the return of the gods it seems Ansalon 
might start its recovery from the shambles of times past. 



Writing, Building and Scribing 

Any character with the right materials and at least 9 ranks in 
a particular skill can write a book that provides a tangible 
bonus (see the Game Bonuses sidebar). However, since no 
one can teach himself more than they already know, only 
other people can enjoy these bonuses. 

Individual DMs should establish how much time it takes 
the character to actually write the knowledge as this can vary 
from person to person without taking into account 
experience or special talent. If the author has at least 9 ranks 
his book can provide the bonus to that skill when used by 
someone else, but anybody can write any book if it doesn't 
provide any bonuses (after all, only a portion of the world's 
books are accurate and of these only a fraction are written in 
a way the reader can properly understand). Although no 
actual check is mentioned here for writing, individual DMs 
may require a Profession (writer) or some other kind of 
check. If so, then abstract concepts should have higher DCs 
than more pragmatic ones, regardless of whether they are 
mundane or magical. For instance, while a book detailing 
magic item constructions might be rare it's much easier to 
grasp than a book talking about death, cosmic balance, a 
god's mind, or other similar topics. 

Constructing and assembling a book or tome requires 
other skills. A Craft (bookbinding) skill check is required to 
determine if the book was successfully put together and if so, 
then for how long will it last until it requires additional 
protection and possible restoration. The check is made 
against a DC of 10 + 1 for every hundred pages (round up). 
Failing means the bookbinder ruined half the materials and 
wasted half the time. A book always lasts at least one year in 
regular conditions (not too much humidity, reasonable 
protection from the elements, etc.). For every point rolled 
above the DC, this period increases one year. On average a 
book costs around 5 silver pieces per page to build. 
Depending on the type of page and cover medium a book 
might be cheaper or more expensive per page to assemble. 

This work also takes time. On average a bookbinder can 
hope to tie, graft or even glue (with sovereign glue for 
example) six pages each hour. 

Once the book reaches its lifetime determined by the 
Craft (bookbinding) roll it starts to require restoration (or 
active preservation) failure to do so means the book no 
longer grants any circumstance bonus (if any). To restore a 
book, another Craft (bookbinding) at the same DC is needed; 
the costs and time are halved, however. Again, the check will 
determine how many years the restoration will give the 
book. Unlike the first check, failing restoration checks will 
effectively ruin the book's contents: the book no longer 
provides competence bonus to new readers or competence 
bonus to old and new readers (if the book provides bonuses 
at all); it might be still readable but either some pages were 
misplaced, ripped, covered with ink or glue, or some other 
misfortunate accident. 

Copying books is yet another activity that serious 
collectors should perform (or rather, hire a professional to do 
for them). To copy a tome the user needs a blank medium. 
The quality needs not be the same (for instance, someone 
might copy a tome made of quality rice paper with gold 
engravings and metal cover to a cheap collection of pages 



Sidebar: Game Bonuses 

Most books serve as plot devices and role-playing aids. 
Despite this, there's no reason why some books can't 
provide minor tangible rules advantages to the 
characters that make use of them. Some books might 
provide a single-time advantage that the character can 
claim for long periods of time. These books usually 
provide a competence bonus to an intellectual skill like 
Knowledge or Profession and require the character to 
read the whole tome as well as having at least 5 ranks in 
the relevant skill. 

A few books act as reference and are needed every 
time the character claims the bonus, which is usually 
circumstance but doubles the time required by the skill 
check. For example, Dragons of Krynn and their Bone 
Formation provides a +2 competence bonus to Know- 
ledge (dragons) checks that the character always enjoys. 
However, if the character wants to use it to better track 
a dragon, the book provides a +2 circumstance bonus to 
Wilderness Lore checks to do so but the book must be 
present every time the character wants to accomplish 
this skill check with the circumstance bonus. 
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made of papyrus rolled into many scrolls. Regardless of the 
copy's medium it follows the rules in the paragraph above for 
book building. For the actual copying the scribe needs at 
least 9 ranks in Profession (scribe). A scribe with insufficient 
ranks in the skill can still copy the book but it means the 
copy has enough errors to stop providing a bonus (if any). 
Individual DMs wishing more complexity might decide to 
drop the rank requirement for straight copies and raise it 
when it involves translating the written knowledge or 
perhaps when the subject at hand requires precise and 
absolute step-by-step instructions (like the proper procedure 
to paint a coat of arms). 

What's in the Shelf? 

Here a table to quickly generate the shelf of the villains' 
private library or just add a little detail to all the public 
libraries of Ansalon. You should take into account the 
information presented in Ages of Krynn when generating 
shelves. 



Table 1-2: 
d% roll 


Shelf Generation 

Content 


01-10 


Empty 


11-40 


ld4 scrolls 


41-65 


ld6 scrolls + 1 book 


66-75 


2d4 scrolls + ld4 books 


76-85 


2d6 scrolls + ld6 books 


86-92 


2d4 books + 1 tome 


93-99 


2d6 books + ld4 tomes 


100 


3d4 books + 2d4 tomes 


Scrolls 


Table 1-3: 

d% 


Scrolls 
Name 


01 


Cataclysm: Signs upon Krynn, The 


02 


Dragons of Krynn and their Bone Formation 


03 


Five Hymns 


04 


Games of Luck 


05 


Guide to the Wonderful Holidays of Ansalon, A 


06 


Journal of Fledspar Oldstone, The 


07 


Letters of Highlord Kitiara, The 


08 


Letters of Trayn Minaas, The 


09 


Lord of the Cats 


10 


More Recipes from Tika's Cookbook 


11 


Night of the Eye: Calculations and Theories, The 


12 


People of Khur, The 


13 


Pernicious' Guides Vol 1: How to Wield a Sword (and 
not Die from it) 


14 


Pernicious' Guides Vol II: How to Ride a Horse 
(without Feeling Embarrassed) 


15 


Pernicious' Guides Vol III: How to make a Good Stew 
(when the Gully Dwarf isn't Looking) 


16 


Preliminary Treatise on the Runes of the Ancient Ogre, 
A 


17 


Regional and Obscure Feastdays 


18 


Technology of the High Ogres 


19 


Unicorns and other Mythical Legends 


20 


Vallenwoods: Leaves, Flowers and Seeds, The 


21 


Weather of Ansalon, The 


22 


Generate a Random Scroll 


23-100 


DM's Choice 



Cataclysm: Signs upon Krynn, The 

By Astinus, compiled by Bertrem 

Details the 13 omens and physical signs of the cataclysm 
upon Krynn: 

The gods shall withdraw their hands from the world, and man 
shall face his doom alone. 

The sky shall lament and beat the earth with its tears and cries of 
anguish. 

Year shall visit the land. 

Light shall be devoured. Hope shall flee. 

Darkness and despair shall be rekindled. 

The flame shall die on the hearth. 

The plains will be cleansed. 

Brother shall turn against brother. 

Knowledge shall be veiled. 

Our children will bleed for our sins. 

Nature shall turn against man in outrage. 

The bounty shall end, and the blood of the land will wash the blot 
from the earth. 

Finally, the very earth shall awaken! 

Dragons of Krynn and their Bone Formation 

By Vincent Adibisi, compiled by Miletus Lozone 

Penned after the battle of Kalaman this captivating treatise 
describes the observations of brother Vincent of several 
types of dragon corpses and his extrapolations. It ends with 
brief notes of dragons' behaviour and society. Characters 
receive a +2 competence bonus to Knowledge (dragons) 
checks. They also can claim a +2 circumstance bonus to 
Wilderness Lore checks when tracking a dragon while 
referencing the book. 

Five Hymns 

By Quivalen Soth, the Bard of Ansalon 

Poetry written by the famous elven bard separated into five 
songs dedicated to Water, Fire, Air, Earth and Memory. 

Games of Luck 

By Unknown 

A short essay on the several forms of home (and tavern) 
entertainment during the Age of Might. Characters enjoy a 
+2 competence bonus on all Bluff checks while at the 
gaming table (even if they are not directly related to games). 

Guide to the Wonderful Holidays of Ansalon, A 

By Unknown 

Brief description of the overall holidays and festivities in the 
continent. Fairly biased toward human celebrations. Post 
first Cataclysm. 
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Journal of Fledspar Oldstone, The 

Feldspar Oldstone, annotated by Astinus Loremaster 

Travel log of Felspar during his expedition to the Kharolis 
mountain range on 57 A.C. in search for physical evidence 
the Dragons truly exist. Intermingle with the daily 
descriptions are several small theories on Fossilization, a 
term the author used to describe what happens when an 
animal's bones are preserved or even a treatise on the 
changes wrought by the Greygem on Krynn's creatures. 
Ultimately the expedition ended in sinister circumstances. 

Letters of Highlord Kitiara, The 

By Kitiara uth Matar 

Several missives written by the late General of the Blue 
Dragonarmy, most of them to Emperor Ariakas. One such 
letter explains the evolution of martial tactics in successfully 
employing dragons in battle as well as a brief report of the 
magical Dragonlances. Characters receive a +2 competence 
bonus on all Knowledge (warfare) checks involving aerial 
tactics. 

Letters of Trayn Minaas, The 

By Trayn Minaas, compiled by Bertrem 

Two letters detailing Trayn's account of his encounter with a 
community of Irda to his sister. It briefly details the Irda's 
society and way of life as well as a bit of their history. 

Lord of the Cats 

By Raistlin Majere, foreword by Dalamar the Dark 

Description of Bast a mortal who was granted the gift of 
immortality through Mereklar, the Mantle of Immortality. 
In-depth portrayal of the demigod's powers, personality and 
dealings with the other gods, namely Takhisis. 

Confusingly, it describes a city of cats also named 
Mereklar and how Takhisis' plans to enter Krynn revolved 
around a Festival of the Eye, finishing with descriptions of 
terrible man-cat monsters called Cat-Fiends and magical 
wands capable of killing a god. 

More Recipes from Tika's Cookbook 

By Tika Waylan Majere, compiled by Bertrem 

Collection of recipes covering four kinds of cuisine: 
Palanthas, elf, Flotsam and gully dwarf as well as a multitude 
of her very own dishes. Provides a +2 competence bonus on 
all Profession (cook) checks and a +2 circumstance bonus to 
Profession (cook) checks if the recipes are available. 



Night of the Eye: Calculations and Theories, 
The 

By Grimpen Seventhson & Arek Brimstone. 

A more scientific view on the orbits of the three moons from 
the eyes of Grimpen a former Red Robe; now renegade 
because of his unorthodox and heretical views on magic, 
along with many corrections and alternate theories by Arek. 
This lengthy scroll provides a +2 circumstance bonus on all 
Knowledge (astronomy) checks. 

People of Khur, The 

By Ishbel of Solanthus 

A brief description of the reclusive folk that live in the desert 
of Khur and their society in the time of the War of the 
Lance. Provides a +2 competence bonus on all Bluff and 
Sense Motive checks when dealing with Khurish people. 

Pernicious' Guides Vol I: How to Wield a Sword 
(and not Die from it) 

By Pernicious Loregiver 

The first of many, this "do it yourself' guide teaches the 
reader on the finer points of swordsmanship. The author 
warns, however, that this treatise does NOT replace a good 
instructor. Characters enjoy a +2 circumstance bonus to 
Sense Motive checks when they buy a sword. 

Pernicious' Guides Vol II: How to Ride a Horse 
(without Feeling Embarrassed) 

By Pernicious Loregiver 

This second volume instructs the reader on the best horses 
to buy, how to train them and finally how to ride them. 
Characters enjoy a +2 circumstance bonus to Sense Motive 
checks when they buy a horse. 

Pernicious' Guides Vol III: How to make a Good 
Stew (when the Gully Dwarf isn't Looking) 

By Pernicious Loregiver 

In essence a cookbook, but the author warns: "it's so much 
more!" 

Preliminary Treatise on the Runes of the 
Ancient Ogre, A 

By Lyralaranasa, apprentice to Master Scholar Rekabyral 

A short depiction of the meanings of the twenty-one 
different runic symbols carved in many ogre ruined cities 
such as Takar and Bloten. The author also implies these 
runes served, in a distant past, as alphabet of ancient ogre 
magic and that it might be similar to the gods' own alphabet. 
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Regional and Obscure Feastdays 

By Ogden Shatterstone, compiled by Talen Shatterstone 



A listing of the less known festivities in Ansalon. 

Technology of the High Ogres 

By Andreas Lyonne and Hubert deMauss 

A short essay, first presented on the Second Annual 
Symposium on the Ancient Cultures of Ansalon hosted by 
the Great Library, that advances new evidence of the high 
ogre's talent in Architecture, Engineering, Craftsmanship. It 
concludes with a short retelling of the Fall of the High 
Ogres. 

Unicorns and other Mythical Legends 

By Dhala Thusters 

A fantastic account on unicorns, gorgons, dragon among 
many more creatures of legend. 

Vallenwoods: Leaves, Flowers and Seeds, The 

By L'Indasha Yman, Druidess 

Detailed notes of the author's observations of Solace's 
famous trees. 

Weather of Ansalon, The 

By Unknown, compiled by Haarold of Jonstone and Steve 
the Miller's Son 

Perhaps the first centralised resource of its kind, this scroll 
lays out how the weather affects each part of the continent in 
each of the twelve months. Absolutely required to any 
would-be explorer. 



About the Author 

Richard Connery has been running his current 
Dragonlance campaign for almost 4 years now, 
transferring it to D&D 3E rules in the middle of the 
War of the Lance. He still hopes to run a Masque of the 
Red Death campaign with his regular players someday. 
Richard's other interests include graphic design, 
programming and reading as much as he can, from 
physics papers to fantasy literature. 
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-Written by Luis lernando Be Fippo 



Kaz 

Large Male Minotaur Fighter 10/Ranger 3 



Strength 


23 (+6) 


Fortitude 


+14 


Dexterity 


13 (+1) 


Reflex 


+5 


Constitution 


18 (44) 


Will 


45 


Intelligence 


15(42) 


Alignment 


LG 


Wisdom 


12(41) 


Speed 


20 ft. 


Charisma 


10 (40) 


Initiative 


+1 


Hit Points 


137 


Armor Class 


18 (19)* 


Melee Attack 


419/414/49 


Fiat-Footed AC 


17 


Ranged Attack 


414/49/44 


Touch AC 


11 (12)* 



Favorite Attack: Honor's Face: 421/417/412; 2d84l2 (19-20/x3) 

Skills: Animal Empathy +1, Bluff 43, Climb 47, Concentration 44, 
Craft (leatherworking) 45, Handle Animal 46, Heal +1, Hide -2, 
Intimidate 43, Intuit Direction 47, Jump 49, Knowledge (Knights 
of Solamnia) 48, Knowledge (nature) 42, Intuit Direction 45, 
Listen 42, Move Silently -2, Profession (champion of the arena) 
42, Ride 44, Search 42, Spot 43, Swim +10, Use Rope +1, 
Wilderness Lore +3. 

Feats: Ambidexterity-"", Cleave, Dodge, Great Cleave, Expertise, 
Improved Critical (greataxe), Mobility, Power Attack, Spring 
Attack, Weapon Focus (greataxe), Weapon Specialization 
(greataxe), Track, Two-Weapon Fighting-"", Whirlwind Attack. 

Noteworthy Possessions: Honor's Face, +2 breastplate. 

Special: 1st Favored Enemy: Goblinoids, proficient in all simple 
and martial weapons, all types of armor, and shields. 

* The figure in parentheses represents the dodge feat. 
** Only available when using light or no armor. 

Appearance 

Kaz stands about seven feet tall. His head appears to be 
overly large, even for his massive body. Dark, thick fur 
covers the top and back half of his head, growing 
prominently between the horns, while thin fuzz covers his 
body. 



Personality 

Kaz used to be the epitome of a minotaur champion: 
bloodthirsty, honorable and totally without fear. Yet Kaz had 
something that most of his brethren lack: an ability to 
distinguish right from wrong, an ability that set him apart 
and thrust him into conflict with the forces of Evil. 

After meeting Huma, and the adventures that resulted 
from that meeting, Kaz has matured. Gone are his savage 
tendencies now replaced with an inner peace that is difficult 
to shake, unless innocents are endangered. Gone is also the 
intolerance of the minotaurs to any but their own race. Kaz 
knows the worth of humans, elves and even kender. He is 
friendly and non-judgmental of anyone and deeply respects 
the Knights of Solamnia. 

History 

Kaz was the last in the long line of his clan's champions, a 
minotaur that was supposed to raise his clan to new heights. 
In the Great Arena Kaz excelled as a combatant and soon 
managed to get the title of Champion. 

It must be noted that during the Third Dragon War the 
minotaurs were not independent, but slaves to the ogres and 
their Dark Mistress. Kaz soon was sent to the front lines as a 
slave-soldier. At first the minotaur fought with glee, but the 
constant, indiscriminate carnage began to wear him. When 
an ogre killed the weak and defenseless, something 
considered without honor by the minotaurs, Kaz rebelled 
and killed him. 

This act branded him as a renegade to the armies 
commanded by Crynus and the forces of the Dark Queen 
chased him through many lands, until a group of goblins 
captured him and tied him up. 

A young Knight of Solamnia called Huma rescued Kaz 
and that act, since the minotaur's honor demanded he paid 
Huma in kind, was the beginning of a great friendship 
between the knight and the minotaur. 

It was in battle that Huma was contacted by his childhood 
friend Magius and went to help him. Along came Kaz and, 
even though he distrusted the mage, helped him when 
necessary, or when Huma made him. Their travels took 
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them to Ergoth and would eventually lead to the discovery 
of the Dragonlances. 

Kaz was one of the riders selected to fly a dragon in 
combat, a male known as bolt that shared his temperament, 
and was one of the witness of the Dark Queen's oath, in fact 
he took the Dragonlance that had pierced Takhisis allowing 
her to go free. After the war ended Kaz traveled through the 
lands looking for a place to fit but the past hunted him in the 
form of a group of minotaurs wanting justice, or so 
they believed, for the dishonorable way Kaz 
had killed his ogre commander. This hunt, 
and the apparent madness of the Knights of 
Solamnia whom Kaz had counted as allies, 
forced him to go to Vingaard's Keep and 
confront the knights. 

The trip proved eventful and Kaz was 
manipulated by an elf Argaen 
Ravenshadow in freeing the sphere of 
Dracos for the elf, allowing the dead 
renegade to take over the body of the 
elf and once again cast his shadow 
over all of Krynn. In the end Kaz 
prevailed against him, only to be 
forced into a duel of honor against , 
the minotaurs that had been ■■' / 
dodging him. From that duel Kaz ■' 
emerged the victor, and now had a mate, 
Helati, and a follower, Helcar. 

Honor's Face 

This is the axe of Kaz given to him by an elf named 
Sardal Crystalhorn and proved to be a great weapon. 
This magical weapon is a minor artefact. 

Description: In the hands of Kaz, the weapon is a gleaming 
Huge greataxe (standard size greataxe for medium-size 
creatures). The side of the axe head has an amazing mirror 
like finish. In fact it is constructed from dragonmetal, the 
fabled substance used to create the Dragonlances. The shaft 
is wood and the weapon has runes that spell the name of the 
weapon. 

Attributes: Honor's Face is a +3 keen, bane (chromatic 
dragons) weapon with extra abilities. 

The axe cannot be lost; the wielder can instantly, as a free 
action, will it back. This powers works unconsciously and 
the weapon returns even if the character does not use the 
ability. 

The side of the head can be used as a mirror to see the 
reflection of people. Unlike a normal mirror, the axe reflects 
a person only when said person is honorable. This ability 
should be used at the discretion of the DM but usually lawful 
people will be reflected, if honorable, and chaotic won't, 
unless they are truly honorable. 

The last power is the most secret for the axe can change 
into a Dragonlance when Kaz concentrates as a full-round 
action. 

Caster Level: 18th. Weight: 45 lbs. 

References 

^The Legend ofHuma: This book tells the early history of Kaz 
and his travels with Huma and Magius. 



j^Kaz the Minotaur: The book describes the adventures Kaz 
faces when his own kind and the Knights of Solamnia 
hunt him. It also marks the first appearance of Helati, who 
would be his mate, and Delbin the kender. 
j^Land of the Minotaurs: The book describes the time when 
Kaz settlement, after he married, was in danger and his 
trip to Nethosak, the minotaur capital, to confront an 
ancient evil and free a silver dragon. 

^Kaz and the Dragon's Children: 
This short story pits Kaz against 
a mage that wants to create new 
creatures by corrupting the eggs of 
a Silver Dragon. 
^Reavers of the Blood Sea: This book, set 
during the time of the Second 
\V Cataclysm, has Kaz as an apparition 
to a descendant and a brand new 
breed of minotaurs, the 
Kazelati appear to help the 
minotaurs in their darkest 
times. 

Additional 
/ Information 

The stats provided here represent Kaz 
in the period between the end of Kaz, The 
Minotaur and the beginning of Land of the 
Minotaurs. 

This write-up can be used with your own version of 
the Ansalonian minotaur or the ones available on the DL 
Nexus (www.dl3e.com). Regardless of your choice, don't 
modify the ability scores. I recommend the use of a 
conversion that presents minotaurs as Large creatures. If you 
do prefer minotaurs as Medium-size creatures you will have 
to revert Honor's lace regular damage to idn. After your 
choice is made, simply modify the statistics accordingly. For 
example, if the conversion you're using provides minotaurs 
with a +3 natural armor bonus then simply raise the Armor 
Class and Flat-footed AC values accordingly (but don't 
modify the Touch AC since a natural armor bonus is ignored 
when calculating a touch attack). 

Finally, to use Honor's Lace secret power in your home 
game you will need the statistics and descriptions of 
Dragonlances present on www.dragonlance.com. 




About the Author 

Luis F. De Pippo is a journalist and the only member of 
the council living in Argentina. He works for the 
government of his country, which explains a lot about 
the current situation, and has been with the Whitestone 
Council since its formation. He is the current editor of 
the Tobril magazine you are reading. 
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Legends Script 

— Written by Bradley Votts 





o other fantasy setting marries 
its fiction and its game as 
successfully as Krynn. But to 
readers of Dragonlance novels, 
roleplaying is often a mystery and D&D 
itself can seem an impenetrable monster. In 
this series of articles by regular contributor 
Bradley Potts, we hope to bridge that gap 
as we take famous scenes from the best of 
the novels and conjure up a D&D gaming 
session which could, in another time and 
place, have been where it all started... This 
article is best appreciated with a copy of the 
scene at hand— in this case, Caramon's 
climactic gladiatorial fight in Test of the 
Twins. 

Setup 

Caramon, a human fighter and hero of the War of the 
Lance, has been betrayed by his brother Raistlin. He has 
been transported back in time to the days before the 
Cataclysm and made a slave, fighting in ancient gladiatorial 
games. 

These games are staged, much like modern professional 
wrestling. He has made friends in this time, Kiriin the 
Sirine, and Pheragas the dark skinned warrior from Ergoth. 
They have been tricked into believing Caramon has betrayed 
them. 

All three PCs, along with the Red Minotaur, await their 
turn to enter the arena and do battle, a battle that will not be 
fake. Raag the Ogre watches over the four of them. Only 
Caramon, still in chains, knows that this is the very day that 
this city was destroyed in the Cataclysm. 
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DM: As you wait your turn to battle in the arena, you can 
hear the chanting crowds. Stomping and clapping, they 
seem to shake the very ground upon which you stand. It is as 
though the very earth moves with their thunderous 
applause. 

The DM shoots a meaningful look at Caramon's player who is 
alarmed. 

Caramon: I look up! What do I see? 

DM: It is mid-day, the sun shines down brightly through a 
clear sky. 

Caramon: No flaming mountain? 

DM: You don't see one, but the old stories say the 
Cataclysm was... will be preceded by many warnings, 
earthquakes, volcanoes, etc. 

Caramon: What else do I remember? 

DM: Make a history check for me. 

Pheragas: (Alarmed) What do you mean, history check. 
You mean like a legends check, right? 

Caramon's player rolls a 9 and adding 3 for his ranks in 
Knowledge (History of Ansalon) for a total check of a. 

DM: The old stories say that the Cataclysm took place in 
the mid-afternoon. 

Kiriin: What Cataclysm? 

DM: Arack boots the last Gully Dwarf out past you and 
steps to the center of the arena to announce the main event. 
"Once they fought as a team, ladies and gentlemen, and as all 
of you know, they were the best team we've seen here in 
long years. Many's the time you saw each one risk his or her 
life to save a teammate. They were like brothers ..." 
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Caramon: (under his breath) Yeah, right. I guess he 
doesn't know my brother. 

DM: "but now they're bitter enemies, ladies and gentle- 
men. For when it comes to freedom, to wealth, to winning 
this greatest of all the Games, love has to sit in the back row. 
They'll give their all, you may be sure of that, ladies and 
gentlemen. This is a fight to the death between Kiriin the 
Sirine, Pherigas of Ergoth, Caramon the Victor, and the Red 
Minotaur. They won't leave this arena unless it's feet first!" 
and the roar of the crowd drowns out all other sound. Spot 
checks please? 

The flayers all roll their checks. 

Caramon: Three as usual for Caramon. 

Kiriin: 23 for Kiriin! 

Pheragas: 16. 

DM: Kiriin and Pheragas, you notice that the Red 
Minotaur's trident is not from the prop room and that the 
points glisten with some liquid. 

Pheragas: So much for the play acting. 

Kiriin: Check my dagger, is it still real? 

DM: Seems to be. As his name is announced, the Red 
Minotaur strides up the ramp to thunderous applause. Again 
the roar of the crowd thunders through the stadium, shaking 
the rafters above you. Kiriin, Arack announces your name to 
the crowd to more cheers. 

Kiriin: (Gulp) I walk up into the arena. 

DM: Pheragas, your name is called. 

Pheragas: I go. 

DM: And finally he announces "Caramon the Victor!" 

Caramon: Hey wait! 

Pheragas: Chickening out, traitor? 

Caramon: No! My hands are still chained. 

DM: Raag unfastens the chains and, with a smirk, pushes a 
fake sword into your hand. 

Caramon: Great, going into battle with a cardboard 
sword. I walk up the ramp, looking for a way out. 

DM: The four of you make your way into the center of the 
arena, the roar of cheering fans fills the air. The only way out 
is past Raag, who stands guard with a massive club. 

Caramon: Kiiri, Pheragas, I don't know what the mage 
told you, but I never betrayed you. 



DM: Give me a Bluff check. 

Caramon's player rolls a &20, hiding the result so that only the 
DM can see. It's a 12. 

DM: Sense Motive rolls? 

Kiriin: 13 

Pheragas: A 17. 

DM: He seems to be truthful. 

Kiriin: I look away from him. He's lying! 

Pheragas: I don't know. Caramon's a lout. He couldn't 
bluff his way out of a paper sack. 

Caramon: Hey!! 

Pheragas: I turn my back on him too, but keep an eye on 
what's going on. 

Caramon: It doesn't matter, really, whether you believe 
me or not. You can kill each other for the key if you want, 
because I'm finding my freedom my own way. 

Kiriin: You're crazy if you think you can take that ogre. 

Pheragas: Yeah, we may have real weapons, but you don't. 

Kiriin: Look, I never trusted that black robed wizard 
anyway. Just pretend like always. Let one of us "kill" you and 
get carried out. We'll help you escape tonight. You gotta 
admit though, it was a pretty dumb idea, trying to get us to 
run away when we could just win our freedom today. 

Caramon: (shaking his head) There will be no tonight. 
Not for me, not for any of us... 

Kiriin: Here he goes with that Cataclysm thing again. 

DM: The ground shakes violently, tossing everyone. Dex 
Checks to remain standing. 

Caramon: We'll see who gets the last laugh, 18! 

Pheragas: A 14. 

Kiriin: A 17, so there! 

The DM rolls for the NPCs. 

DM: The Red Minotaur is tossed to his knees. Everyone 
else remains standing. 

Surprise Round 

Caramon: I Bull Rush Kiriin, trying to knock her into 
Pheragas. 
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Pheragas: What!? 
Kiriin: Hey! 

DM: Your vision is clouded by dust, and the roar of the 
crowd is deafening. You are still off balance from the tremor, 
give me a Spot Check. 

The DM makes a few rolls for the NPCs. 

Kiriin: I got a 12. 

Pheragas: A 2!! I think I need glasses. 

Caramon moves into Kiriin' s space. As she has been caught flat 
footed, she does not get an attack of opportunity against him. 

DM: Strength off. 

Caramon rolls a 12, +4 for his Strength for a 16. Kiriin 1 s total is 
only a, so she is shoved back 5 feet into Vheragas' space. 

DM: The ground is still shaking and the two of you are 
shoved violently. Reflex Saves to avoid being knocked down. 

Kiriin: Six 

Pheragas: Nine 

DM: Both of you are knocked prone by the impact. 

First Regular Round 

DM: Okay, initiative rolls. 

Caramon goes first with a roll of 16, then Kiriin with a 5 +4 
Improve Initiative +3 Bex and finally Vheragas with a 10 +2 for 
Dexterity. Kiriin acts before Vheragas because of her higher bonus. 
The DM notes the Red Minotaur's result which places him last and 
does not roll for Raag who doesn't realize that a battle involving 
him is taking place. 



Second Regular Round 

The only combatant without an initiative, the DM rolls for Raag, 
a llf-i for 13. 

DM: Caramon, your action. 

Caramon: I try to grab the ogre's club. 

DM: Give me a disarm roll. 

The DM and Caramon's player roll off to determine who gets the 
club. Caramon rolls a 15 +8 base attack bonus +4 Strength for 27. 
Raag rolls a 6 +12 for the weapon size difference +7 for his attack 
bonus for a total 0/25. Caramon has seized the weapon. 

The DM rolls for a trip attack against Caramon, getting an easy 
hit with a 21 and the two must Strength off again. 

DM: Raag uses a Trip, give me a Strength Roll. 

Caramon: Ooooo, only an 8, plus 4 for 12. 

This time Caramon's luck runs out with only a 12 against the 
ogres 13+4 for size +5 for strength. 

DM: The ogre tosses you away like a doll. You land prone. 
The Red Minotaur charges towards you, stabbing with his 
trident. 

Pheragas: I use my readied action to stop him. 

DM: He's using a readied action too. . . Dex off to see who 
acts first. 

The Minotaur wins, charging forward and attacking with a 
roll of . . . 1! He misses the prone Caramon. 

Pheragas: Okay, can I go now? Run up and use my sword 
to tie up his weapon. Max out expertise for a plus four to my 
armor class. I rolled a 15, so the Minotaur gets a minus two 
to his attack because of my interference. Apply my Dodge to 
him too. 



Caramon: I charge Raag. 

Pheragas: Um, buddy, you don't have a weapon. 

Caramon's player rolls to hit. A 12 +8 for his base attack, +4 for 
Strength is an easy success against the ogre's 16 Armor Class, and he 
rolls for 6 points of damage (2 +4 for Strength). 

Kiriin: I get up and wait to see what happens. 

Pheragas: I stand up too. If Caramon gets in trouble, I 
want to run in to help. 

The DM notes down that the Red Minotaur is readying to attack 
if someone becomes vulnerable. 



Kiriin: Run forward and drag Caramon back to his feet. 
"Are you all right?" 

Third Regular Round 

DM: Back around to you Caramon. 

Caramon: Weapon! Double move away from the ogre, 
dragging Kiriin with me. 

DM: You'll need to get a successful grapple. 

Kiriin: I'm not resisting, and he is more than strong 
enough to carry me. 

DM: Okay, I guess that works. You move directly away 
from the Ogre, so he doesn't get an AoO, but the Red 
Minotaur has a reach weapon and takes a stab at you... he 
missed, blocked by Pheragas. Raag's turn, he double moves 



The Tobril 




January 2003 



after you, but you remain just out of reach. The Red 
Minotaur turns his attention to you Pheragas. He hits AC 21. 

Pheragas: Yeouch, yeah, that's a hit. I could use some help 
here guys! 

DM:Ten points of damage. . . 

Pheragas: That's not so bad. 

DM:And give me a Fort Save. 

Pherargas: Damn! He poisoned it! 14. 

DM: You feel a burning sensation running up your arm, 
and coursing into your body. You shake, hardly able to stand. 
Take 8 points off your Constitution, and don't forget to drop 
your hit points accordingly. Your action. 

Pheragas: Guys, I'm really hurting here! Five foot step 
inside, and, 13 to hit, still keeping up my expertise and 
dodge. 

DM: Not enough, Kiriin. 

Kiriin: I drop my sword, take it Caramon. I'll handle Raag. 
Caramon: No! You'll need it. . . 

Kiriin: Polymorph myself into a big bear, like a grisly. 
Five foot step to get Raag within reach, and hit. . .a 20!! 

Caramon: Whoa, nice trick! 

DM: Roll again to confirm the crit. 

Kiriin: 16? 

DM: Just hits, roll damage twice. 
Kiriin: Only 16 points. 

Fourth Regular Round 

DM: Caramon again. 

Caramon: I grab the sword and charge the minotaur. 

DM: It takes a move equivalent to get the sword, you only 
have enough left for a normal move. 

Caramon: Take it. I'm coming buddy! 

DM: Raag, has a short sword out and stabs Kiriin. 

The DM rolls a 16+7 attack bonus, easily hitting. 

DM: 10 points of damage. The Red Minotaur smacks 
Pheragas with the blunt end of the trident, he hits for eight 
more points. 



Pheragas: That does it. I'm down to zero. 

Kiriin: 18 to hit and. . .somebody get me new dice. Only 6 
points. 

Fifth Regular Round 

Caramon: Shout at the minotaur! Hey!! Hay for brains!! 
Try taking someone your own size. 

DM: Give me an Intimidation Check. 

Caramon: 18 

DM: Okay, you got his attention. What now. 

Caramon: Ready an action. When he attacks, step inside 
and kick him. I've got everything in AC, and Improved 
Unarmed Strike, so he doesn't get an Attack of Opportunity. 

DM: Okay, it's not the minotaur's turn yet. First, Raag 
takes a swing at Kiriin. . .critical threat, and a 19 confirms it. 
Take 17 points of damage. 

Kiriin: Ahhh! 

DM: The Red Minotaur attacks Caramon, take your shot. 

Caramon: 20!! So there, and confirmed. 12 points of 
damage. 

DM: He rolls a three and misses. He hobbles back, his 
knee badly hurt, but he's not done with you just yet. 

Kiriin: It hit before, so 12 more points. Finally a decent 
damage roll. Is he dead. 

Sixth Regular Round 

The DM rolls Hide and Move Silently checks for Arack as the 
dwarf moves in towards the fight, drawing his dagger. 

DM: Raag strikes again, for 8 more points of damage. 

Kiriin: He's still fighting?!? How many hit points has this 
guy got? I could use a hand over here too, Caramon. I'm 
down to three. 

Caramon: Take a five foot step next to Pheragas. 
(jokingly) "C'mon dude, what's your problem? Can't take a 
little hit? 

DM: Give me a Heal Check. 

Caramon's player rolls a 12. 

DM: (looking grim) Pheragas is covered in sweat, and his 
body is shaking in convulsions. You can see the swelling 
around three shallow slashes across his arm. 

Pheragas: Take my sword. Kill the Red Minotaur. 
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Caramon: Take his sword, full defensive action and full 
use of Expertise for an AC of 19. 

DM: The Red Minotaur strikes again, and misses. 

Kiriin: A... 15? 

DM: Miss. 

Kiriin: (groan) 

Seventh Regular Round 

The DM notes Arack readying an action, to charge Kiriin if Raag 
should fall. 

DM: Raag attacks, missing Kiriin. 

Players: YEAH!! 

Caramon: I'm going to try and bluff this guy. Pretend to 
slip and when he takes advantage, hit him. 

DM: Give me a bluff check. 

Caramon: Ohhhhh, that hurts. Seven. 

DM: That's okay. He got a five and falls for the ruse. Add 
plus two to hit. 

Caramon: Full attack! Put... 3 points into Power Attack. 
22 on the first one, and a critical threat for the second. A 21 
hits right? 47 points of damage!! 

DM: Oh yeah, you got him alright. He drops, his skull 
cleaved by the blow. 

Kiriin: My turn. That's a hit for. . .9 points. 

DM: Raag drops. Give me a spot check. 

Kiriin: Not more of them. . .8. 

DM: You don't see Arack until it's too late. He charges in a 
rage, wielding a dagger. What's your flat footed AC? 

Kiriin: In bear form, 17. 

DM: He just hits for 3 points. 



Eighth Regular Round 

Caramon: I double move towards them. 

Kiriin: I hit him!! I've had it with that slaver! 

A 17 easily hits, and a damage roll of 12 is more than enough to 
kill the 1st level NPC. The cost though is one hit point as she was 
already at 0. 

DM: That takes you to -1. You collapse, bleeding to death 
and reverting back to your normal form. 

Caramon: Heal Check!! 

Caramon's player assures Kiriin's player that everything is fine. 
He'll take care her. After several botched Heal checks though, and 
failing to stabilize, she dies. 

DM: Pheragas, I need a Secondary Poison Save from you. 

Pheragas: I don't suppose an eight does it. 

Seven more points of Constitution left the gladiator dead, twisted 
in an image of pain. 

Caramon: Well <bleap>. (discarding the offending d20 
and digging out a new one) When I get out of here, I'm 
going to make Raistlin pay. 

DM: The gladiators stand between you and escape. One by 
one, they step aside and allow you to pass. 
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How Granak Became Famous 




-Submitted by Weldon Chen 



hen this magazine asked me to 
talk about character of Granak 
Red-Silver I wasn't exactly 
sure where to start. There is a 
rich history behind the Sivak draconian and 
how my alter-ego started from a fan's 
dream to a descriptive character eventually 
appeared in the short story, Kang's 
Regiment and Draconian Measures. 

A part of me simply doesn't like the brag. To this very day I 
am still very honored, by what Margaret Weis and Don 
Perrin have given me. I certainly don't want to come off as 
snobbish or elitist talking about how my character was 
picked. However, this magazine thought it would make a 
good story because people are interested. 

So, let me start from the beginning about Granak. It 
basically started when I first became a Dragonlance fan 
when the novels came out. My first book was Dragons of 
Winter Night, the second book of the first trilogy. I didn't 
know it was the second book at the time, but the thought of 
dragons interested me. Halfway thru the book, I knew I had 
to stop, and read the first book, to know the characters. 
However, I didn't just like the characters, I liked the world. 
This planet had three moons, and a religion based on 
constellations in the sky and where a moral balance existed. 
What really caught me was draconians. Personally I thought 
they started out as your typical ore-like monster, only in 
scenes to die at the Heroes' hands. But in Dragons of Spring 
Dawning, the draconians were revealed. They were experi- 
ments, mutations from dragon eggs. Something sickeningly 
noble and glorious and good was perverted into something 
that was lower, base, and evil to fight for the side of evil. 
They weren't just cannon-fodder monsters anymore. They 
had a past, and they had lost potential. 

On learning that, my heart went out to them. I could 
relate with these creatures. Afterall, who hasn't been told 



The Tobril 




they were failing their potential, that others readily call evil, 
or misguided. Worse, who hasn't been has fights with 
parents. So I looked at the Trilogy from the draconians 
viewpoint. Here we have children, born from the eggs, and 
immediately trained for fighting, combat, and war. It's the 
only thing they know, from an evil institution. It is any 
wonder draconians were evil? Society made them what they 
are. The good guys think of their form as hideous, when 
draconians are simply born that way. It's not a drac's fault 
they would look ugly to their dragon parents. If any good 
draconians refused to fight for evil, they were killed. Is it 
then, their fault for the crimes they commit under orders 
from a higher evil? 

So, creatures that had all these dimensions simply had to 
be role-played. I'm always interested in underdogs, and 
draconians, born the way they are, had the short end of the 
stick from birth. My gaming group let me experiment, so I 
created 5 draconians, each with their own diverging 
emotional outlook. There was lawful neutral Zagnak, who I 
made as a meticulous collector of technology and order. 
There was Murdrak, the selfish ambitious and traitorous 
Sivak. To complement these two, I make Tarmak and 
Cornak. Tarmak was chaotic, so I made him insane. I made 
this long history about how he spent too much time with 
kender, and in doing so, stripped of any sense of order. 
Tarmak is a kleptomaniac. Cornak was the good draconian. 
He fights because he loves his fellow draconians, not for the 
cause of Takhisis. Finally, I needed a leader, who could keep 
Murdrak from killing Cornak, who could balance the logic 
of Zagnak with the insanity of Tarmak. So, this draconian, 
someone balanced with all the qualities of the previous four, 
was Granak, my favorite. 

Granak had a unique role among the 5 draconians I 
wanted for role-playing. It seemed simple, that I should 
make all five draconians as brothers from the same egg. So, 
my gaming group each took a draconian to role-play, and I 
took Granak as my character. The role-playing in my group 
usually gets out of hand, playing with characters rather than 
running around hunting treasure. I, however, like running 
around hunting for treasure and magic items. So, I usually 
ask everyone to get his or her butts together so we can 
complete the DM's game. So, like a big brother, Granak 
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keeps his brothers's squabbles from getting out of hand. 
Granak became decisive, and always concentrating on the 
mission objective, even if his brothers didn't. He took 
suggestions of all his brothers, and in doing so, had a little 
piece of them in him. He could be logical, zany, caring, and 
even ruthless when he needed to be. Granak Red Silver 
represented balance. 

Eventually my friends and I graduated High school. We 
went to separate colleges, and I took Granak with me. It was 
then, I got into the internet and I discovered 
Alt.Fan.Dragonlance newsgroup. Everyone talked about 
what they liked about dragonlance, and I piped up that I 
liked draconians. Everyone thought I was crazy, but I 
explained everything I thought about them. Draconians had 
a bum rap. It was my duty to make these fans see how 
wonderful draconians were. I brought out Granak and made 
him my alter-ego, and my handle. Eventually even Margaret 
Weis and Tracy Hickman came to the newsgroup and the 
mailing lists. As Granak, I was always spouting how 
draconians were great, and fueling my love for the entire 
Dragonlance world. 

Granak Red-Silver was my full-fledged alter-ego. I had a 
rich history for him by that time. I made him an ultra-rare 
offspring of a Silver dragon and a Red dragon. He was one of 
the first draconians created, and he is a veteran soldier. I 
gave him an important and obscure rule as the leader of an 
elite group of bodyguard for Ariakas in the War of the Lance. 
And I wanted other people to also play draconians. I even 
wrote some house rules using 2nd edition AD&D to role- 
play draconians. They had rules about armor, combat, and 
skills for each draconian race. Those were great times. 

Then came a bad element to the newsgroup: trolls. What 
are trolls? Trolls are these people, usually kids, who come 
onto the forum and make silly, inaccurate statements. They 
attack people, usually calling them racist, or idiots just so 
they can enjoy watching people get upset. I must admit, I 
must have looked like a troll when I first came into the 
newsgroup, but over the years, I became an accepted fixture 
in the newsgroup. One troll, calling himself Yakanoh, came 
onto the newsgroup. He was a complete and livid terror. He 
not only made crude remarks about dragonlance and the 
fans on the newsgroup, he verbally cursed at one friend, 
making her uncomfortable enough to leave the newsgroup. 
Fans started leaving the newsgroup because of the constant 
fights brought on by Yakanoh. 

In the aftermath of the flame wars, and the yelling and the 
cursing, when peace returned to the land of 



Alt.Fan.Dragonlance, Margaret made the comment that she 
would make Yakanoh a character name, in a dragonlance 
book. I thought that rewarding the troll with his name in 
any dragonlance book was a horrible idea and I said so. 
However, I said, "Man, if a troll like that is going to be in a 
book, can Granak be in the book so he can kill Yakanoh?!" :-) 
That, I assume, started Granak' s path to stardom. 

So, after I made a comment that I (or actually Granak) 
would like to be in the book to kill Yakanoh, Margaret sent 
me a private e-mail. She said she and Don were thinking of 
having Granak a character. That came to me as a very happy 
surprise. She asked me to keep it a secret, and after I stopped 
jumping around in joy, I promised. I didn't tell my sister or 
my parents. Not my friends or enemies. No one. Overall, I 
was happy that there was going to be a new book about 
Kang's draconians. I was thinking Granak would appear as a 
cameo, to kill Kang's enemy, Yakonah, at the right point in 
time. 

You can read the book, Draconian Measures, to see how 
much of a role Margaret Weis and Don Perrin placed on 
Granak. I must admit, I was amazed, even in a scene where a 
Balista strikes down Granak. Even then, beyond the shock of 
seeing my alter-ego apparently killed by a javalin thrown 
into his back, I still kept to one important thought. Granak 
died well. He died exactly how he should've: in battle, 
defending his fellow dracs. And that is how Granak, a name 
from a fan ended up as a character in a book. 

People have asked, "what do I have to do to get Margaret, 
Tracy, or Don to write their character in a book?" Honestly, I 
can't tell you. You'd have to ask them why they chose 
Granak. They've picked characters from fans before me. I 
believe Dalamar's name was from a fan. I know that Paxina 
Thistleknot was a character that Margaret chose from a fan 
in the newsgroup. In Draconian Measures, Yakanoh, Pollard, 
Rohan, and Brattbak, were also fans. I'm sure there will be 
many more characters from fans with enough life in them. 

I can guess, that each and everyone, even Yakonah, played 
a part in making Dragonlance a place for fans. I think that's 
the best thing you can ever do as a fan. Anyone can like a 
book, or a movie, or a TV series. However, there are fans who 
step beyond this role to help other fans enjoy their fandom. 
Make a name for yourself. Live with that character and help 
other fans enjoy Dragonlance as much as you do. Then, 
maybe, Margaret and Tracy may pick your characters, and in 
some way, yourself. I wish all you good luck. 

— Weldon Chen, Aka Granak Red-Silver Sivak 
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